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FOR THE NIGHTINGALE, 








Ex pede, Herculem. 


— oe 


By the roft trivial and unguarded expref- 
fons er actions, we are enabled to form an accurate 
idea of the real difpofition and chara€ter of a man 

| or woman.—Indeed, a violent temper, a fanguina- 
' ty or envious mind—a bafe and unfeeling heart, 
can never continue long hidden from obfervation or 
maiqves with hypocrify. They are expofed and de- 
j veloped by the eye, the tongue, er the manners.— 

| He, who frets at, and is difcompofed by trifles, by 
his irritability thus excited us,informs that his paflions 
are ungovernable and would be fubje€&t to no con- 
trol, were they raifed by an object of any confe- 
quence. He, who diverts himfelf, with tormenting 
a fly or whipping a dog into a dance, would be a 
tyrant if he could, of whom Dyonifius himfelf was 
merely a type and forerunner.—He, who envies 
another his drefs, or the favor of his miftrefs, would 
, be very apt to covet his neighbor’s houfe and his 


wife, and, perhaps, not content with coveting, might 

attempt to deftroy the virtue of the one, and frau 

dulently poffefs himfelf of the other. 
Vol. 1, Cc 
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fair countrywomen of fuch men. When a lover 
{wears eternal tendernefs and affeCtion—examine 
well the countenance—read in the eye—the paflions 
of the mind ; his defigns and intentions. — Watch the 
{peech—Rapidity of pronunciation, for inftance, be. 
tokens either levity or inanity of genius—the one, 
unttable as the wind, the other difmal as chaos— 
truft not you happinefs to either.—Vehemence of 
expreflion, argues inveteracy—an ardent and proud 
fpirit, a foul overbearing and unrelenting. The 
manners tell you much.—He, who delights to infult 
by an affuming dignity or carelefsnefs of deport. 
ment, will make an unamiable hufband—and, he 
who isthe profefled devotee of all, before marriage, 
will not be able to conquer that roving habit, after, 
Of all things a male married coquette is the mott a 
hominable. 
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FOR THE NIGHTINGALE. 
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He fnapp’d his whip and whift!’d as he went. 
Pp P 
CARELESS TOM® 


‘Txou art a happy rogue—and would to 
God I were like unto thee ; but precious few are 
thofe time-tempering fouls, who, when not benefi- 
cially employed, throw reflection to the winds. 
Mankind had rather imbitter the little fweet, which 
gives arclifh to exiftence, than tafte the manna, 
which unexpectedly awaits them. They had rather 
rave at a ftump, which bruifed them in felf defence, 
than laugh at the non-appearance of that, which 
fancy projected. 

Many fret away their exiftence with the pleafure 
of a teafing philofopher, as if there was a dwice in 
wretchednefs, proportionate to the milery we cit 
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ate. Conjuring up phantomis in their diftempered 
minds, which prognofticate approaching calamity, 
they unftring the nerves of fortitude and make them- 
felves miferable with plenty. ‘hefe clever kind of 
hodies wouldn’t for the v orld lay outa fingle for 

in the purchafe of a lottery-ticket ;—becaufe ae 
chance is two to one opitath the m 3;—yet with great 
coolnefs and hereic fortitude, wi ul run the rifk of a 
years pai nu, m_ their purfuit of happinefs, for the 
gratification of one foohth v vhim. Like crazy ace 
com ptants, they make their Divi/or greater than their 
Dividend, and growl through life in fearch of a Re- 
mainder. They work it wrong, fays the Prompter, 
and have fet about calculating pounds before the 
pence-table of happinefs is fully underftcod. ‘They 
have fcratched out the rule of Conbeneenrnb--anid 
that of Patience was too long to be remembered ;— 
thus heaping up philofophy—railing at fortune, and 
curfing their ftars—they make the fum total of ex- 
iftence poverty and wretchedne/s. 

Such fault-finding, pain-getting, wretches we’il 
leave to themfelves and their wild calculations ;— 
and with “the flaxen headed plough-bey whiftle o’er 
the lea.” Enough is there of care and vexation, 
forrow and diftreis, which haman prudence cannot 
avoid ;—let us then make the beft of occurrences, 
nor foolifhly brood on the paft. ‘Fhe eye of pre- 
fcience has long fince been put out; nor il all 
the frettings of pcevifhnefs alter one dot in the re- 
pet of fate. EH, in our rambhin; zs thsough the 

id of life, we thould tread on the tharp thorns of 
rae ry let us not burft forth with in nprecations cn 
Deity—but fay with him, who dwelt in the land of 
Benjamin, “truly this is grief, and I mutt bear it.” 
For my part, I rejoice things are no worfe ; nor 
hall Lever fcold at Madam Fortune , frown terrible 
as fhe may, if rs lamp ip of virtue lights me to the 


laft. Convinced it is ourfelves generate happinefs 
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and mifery ; I open every avenue to the former ang 
carefully avoid the leaft tendency to the latter, 
When determined for a nofegay, I feek the mof 
beautiful flowers—if thofe are not to be found, | 
content myfelf with forming one from the faire;t 
weeds. 

How ridiculous it is to fet moping over misfor- 
tunes, rolling up our eyes and gnaihing our teeth— 
as the dog who bays the moon—expecting thereby 
a change for the better. Our friends or rather thofe 
who call themfelves fo, have enough forrow of their 

wn, without wifhing to multiply it, by taking part 
of the burthen from our backs. Decency anda 
love of politenefs command them to liften to our 
plaints ;—but, be affured, as we progrefs in mur- 
murings we fink in efteem. We ought to expec 
it, our whining only convinces them of our weak. 
neis and they will ever be careful to fhun us as dif. 
turbers of happinefs. When ¢heir fpirits are de- 
preffed—and their own budget of woe is full—per- 
haps, they will come and empty them in a heap 
with our’s. Such is man ;-—let us then arm againtt 
forrow and complaint, by tafling the fweets of life 
when we can ;—think times may have been worl, 

and whiltle to the ftorm. 
BERI HESDIN. 
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THE COMICAL REVENGE. 


—_———=— = 


as 

W HEN the duke of Alva went to Bruilel 
about the beginning of the tumults in the Nether- 
lands, he had fat down before Hulft in Flanders, 
aud there was a provolt-marthal in his army, who 
Was a favourite of his; and this provoft had put 
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foie to death by fecret commiffion from the duke. 
There was one capt. Bolea in the army, \ seg was an 
intimate friend of the provoft’s; and < evening 
late he went to the captain’s tent, and evades with 
him a confeflor and an executioner, as it was his 
cuftom; he told the captain that he was come to 
execute his excellency’s commiflion and martial law 
the captain ftarted up fuddenly, his hair 


’ 


nd being ftruck with amaze- 


— 


upon hin: 
ftanding at an end, 


+ f ; m9 P a ee ee se Ree 
ment, afked him wherein he had offended the duxe: 
} } - 1 y O40 ra»nRe nr* wt _ 
the provoit anfwered, Sir, I came not to expotiu- 


- tr » +h .} af5a fic on 1, + } 1* ¢ yerite ny vate a) 
s2fC ine OU wis with you, Sut TO ExXecuie H y coim-~ 
miffion; there! ore; I pray, prepare yourleli, for 
t 
there’s your ghoitly father and executioner r: fo he 


Fa] an am a Te a Ree 
fell upon his knees before the pricit, and having 
} 


aia oe el a ae the halter akout ies 

done, the hangman going to put the hatter about his 
} Se ads 7 er eee 

neck, the provoft threw it away, and Oreaking into 

» lAvteshtar hirn >47 42 . _ | 

i laugl ter, told hin , there e is nO 1uc4 1 thing, 2nd 


that he had done this to si his & courag e, how he 
could bear the terror of death. ‘The captain look- 
ed ghaitly upon him, and faid, ‘Then, tir, get out of 
my tent, for you have done me a very ill ofhce. 
The next morning the faid captain Bolea, though a 
young man of about thirty, had his hair ail urned 
grey, to the admiration of all the world, and the 
duke of Alva himielf, who quetticned hima about it, 
but he would confefs nothing. The next ye ar the 
duke was revoked, and in his journey to the court 
of Spain he was to pais by Saragofia, and this cap- 
tain Bolea and the provoft went with him as his 
domeftics. The duke being to repote fome days in 
Saragofla, the young-old captain Bolea told him 
there was a thing in that town worthy to be ieen 
by his excellency, which was a Caia de lecos, a 
Bedlam-houie, for there was not the like in Chrif- 
tendom: Well, faid the duke, go and tell the war- 
den I will be there to-morrow in the afternoon, and 
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with him to bein the way. ‘The captain having ob. 
tained this, went to the warden, and told him, tha 
the duke would come to vifit the houfe the nex: 
day ; and the chiefeft occafion that moved him t 
it was,that he had an unruly provoft about him, wh: 
was fubje€t oftentimes to fits of frenzy ; and becan 
he wifheth him well, he hath tried divers means to 
cure him, butall woelitnetde: therefore he would i try 
whether keeping him clofe in Bedlam for fome daye, 
would do him any good. Thenext day the duke c: che 
with a ruffling train of captains after him, among 
whora was the faid provo ti, very fhin ing arid brave 
bei ing entered in the houfe, about the duke’s perion, 
captain Bolea told the warden (p ointing to th € pro- 
volt) that’s the man; fo he took him afide into a 
dark lobby, where he had placed fome of his men, 
who muflied him in his cloak, feized upon his ¢il: 
{fword, with his hat and feather, and fo hurried ‘hin 
down into a dungeon. My prover: had laid there 
two nights and a day, when a a gentleman, happen 
ing to come out of curiofity to tee the houfe, peep- 
ed in at a {mall grate where the provoft was: the 
provoft conjured him as a chriftian, to go and tell 
the duke of Alva his provoft was there clapped up, 
nor could he imagine why. ‘The gentleman di 
e errand; whereat the duke being aftonifhed,fent 
for the warden with his prifoner: fo he brought 
my proveft in cuerpo, madman like, full of ftraw 
and feathers, before the duke ; who at the fight of 
him breaking out into a laughter, afked the warden 
why he had made him his prifoner. Sir, fays the 
warden, it was by virtue of your excellency’s ccm- 
miffion, brought me by captain Bolea. Bolea ttepp'd 
forth, and to Id the duke, Sir, you have afked me 
often how thefe hairs of mine grew fo fuddenly 
ey 3 I have not revealed it to any foul breathing, but 
ae will teil your excellency; and fo fell a re- 
lating the paflage in Flanders; and, fir, I have been 
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ever fince beating my brains how to get an equal re- 
venge of him, and I thought no revenge to be mere 
equal or correfponding, now that you fee he hath 
made me old before my time, than to make him 
n nad } it T could ; and had he ftaid fome days longer 


et a RO 


— @6©=-_- clofe_ prifoner inthe Bedlam-h oufe, it m ight haply 
; ve wrt yughe fome imprefiions upon his pericrani- 
um. ‘The duke was fo well pleated with the ftory, 
q and the wittinefs of the revenge, that he made 
them both friends, and gave them a greater fhare of 


his favour, — 





———— 


THE FORCE OF INSTINCT. 


———— 


—_— 


A 5 the Trekfchuyt, or hackney boat, which 
carries pafiengers from Leyden to Amiterd am, was 
putting off, a boy 1 running ens Se he fide of the ca- 
nal defired to be taken in ; which the mafter of the 
boat refufed, becaufe the lad hcl not quite money 
enough to pay the ufual fare. An eminent mer- 
chant being Pp! leafed with the locks of the boy, and 
fecretly touched with compaffion towards him, paid 

‘ the money for him, and ordered him to be taken on 
i board. Upontaiking with himafterwards,he found that 
i he could fpeak readily in three or four languages, and 
learned, upon further examination, that he had 
bf been ftolen away when a child by a gipfey, and had 
rambled ever fince with a gang of thoie {trollers ‘up 
i and down feveral parts of Eu: ope. It he appened tha 

} the merchant, whofe heart feemed to have inclined 
towards the boy by a feerct kind of inftinét, had 
himfelf loft a child fome years before. The pa- 
rents, after along fearch for him, gave him over for 
drowned in one of the cana!s with which that ccun- 
try abounds ; and the mother was fo afilicted at 
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9 Sala 


the lofs of fo fine a boy, who was her only fou, that 
the died for grief of it. Upon laying together all 
‘ 
i 


g 
particulars, and examining the fovera moles ‘and 
marks by which the mother ufed to deferibe the 
child when he was firft miffing, the boy proved to 
be the fon of the merchant whofe heart | had fo un. 
accountably melted at the fight of him. Th 
was very well pleafed to find a father who was fo 
rich, and likely to leave him a good eftate ; the fath- 
er, on the other hand, was nee a little delighted to 
fee a ion return to him, whem he had given over 
for loft, with fuch a ftrength of conflit@ion, flarp. 
nefs of ae rftanding, and fkill in languages. Here 
the printed ftory leaves off; but, if we may give 
credit to reports, our lingui ft having received fuch 
extraordinay rudinsente towards a good education, 
was afterwards trained up in every thin g that be 
comes a gentleman 5 biphs ng off by little and littl 
all the vicious habits and prac Ces th: at he had ban 
ufe d toin the courfe of his peregrinations. Nay it 
is faid, that he has fince been employed in foreign 
courts, upon national bufinefs, with great reputa- 
tion to himfelf, and honour to thefe who fent pian, 
and that he has vifited feveral countries as a pubh 
mi inifter, in which he formerly wandered as a § eve 
fy. 


e lad 
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MEMOIRS OF FOSEPH ADDISON 
(Concluded fror 27-] 


Iw 1716; he married the countefs of Warwick, 
and in the eniuing ycar was raifed to the high dig- 
nity of one of her HY aich y's s pri nail | Secretaries cf 
Si.te.— The fatigues cf this ir pertant pol being 
too much for Mr. Addifon’s cox fuiution, which was 
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naturally not an extraordinary one, he was very foon 
obliged to refign it, intending for the remainder of 
his life to purfue the completion of fome literary de- 
fgns which he had planned out : but this he had no 
long time allowed him for the doing, for an afthma, 
attcuded with a dropfy, carried him of the ftage of 
this world before he could finifh any of his fchemes. 
—He departed this life at Holiand-houfe, near 
Kenfington, on the 17th of June, 1719, having the 
juft entered into his 48th year, and left behind hin m 

i¢ only dayghter. 

we a writer we need fay little of him, as the ge- 
neral efteem his works were, {till are, and ever muft 
be held in, “pleads (as Shakefpeare fays) like angels 
trumpet-tong’d,” in their behalf. As a poet, his 
Cato in the dramatic, and his Campaign in the he- 
roic way, will ever maintain a place among the firft 
rate works of either kind—yet I cannot help think- 
ing even thefe, excelled by the elegance, accuracy, 
7 elevation of his profe writings j among which 

is papers in the T atien 3» SpeCtators and Guardians 


bold a foremofi rank, and mui continue the objeéts 
of admiration, fo ian : -nglith language ree 
tains its purity, or any at , who have written in 
it continue to be read.—-As aman, it is impofhble 
to fay teo much, and ic wi ig even extend beyond 
our prefe ‘nt limits to fay cnough, in his praife, as he 
wa as in every refpeet truly aiabie by private life 


he was amiable, in public employm« ‘nt honorable ; 

a zealous patriot ; faithful to his friends and fted- 
fait to his principles ; and the noble fentiments 
which every where breathe through his Cato, are no 
more than emanations of that love ba his country, 
which was the conftant guide of afl his aétions.— 

But laft of all let us view him as Chriftian, 3 in which 
light he will appear fll more exalted than in any 
other, —Aand to this end nothing perhaps can more 
efzétually lead us than the relating an anecdote con. 
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cerning his death, in the words of one of the bef 
men as well as the beft writers then living, who in 
a pamphlet written almoft entirely to introduce this 
little ftory, fpeaks of him in the following manner. 

“ After a long and manly, but vain ftruggle with 
his diftemper, (fays he) he difmified his phyficians, 
and with them all hope, of life ; but, with his hopes 
of life he diimiffed not his concern for the living, 
but fent for a youth nearly relited, and finely accom- 
plifhed, but not above being'the better for good im- 
prefhons from a dying friend ; he came; butlifenow 
glimmering in the focket, the dying friend was fi- 
lent. After a decent and proper paufe, the youth 
fiad, “dear, fir! you fent for me: I believe, and} 
hope, that you have fome commands; I fhall holdthem 
moit facred.”—-May diftant ages, (proceeds this 
author) not only hear, but feel the reply !—Forci- 
bly grafping the youth’s hand, he foftly faid, “See 
in what peace a chriftian can die.”—He {poke with 
difhculty, and foon expired.”—-The pamphlet from 
which this is quoted, isintitled, ««Conje€tureson orig~ 
nalcompofition,” although publifhed anonymous, was 
written by the great Dr. Edward Young.—Nor can 
I with more propriety clofe my character of Mr. 
Addifon than with this very gentleman’s obferva- 
tions on the juft mentioned anecdote, when, after 
telling us that it is to this circumftance, Mr. ‘Tick- 
ell, refers, where, in his lines on this great man’s 
death, he has thefe word.,, 

“ He taught us how to live; and,oh! too high 
“ A price for knowledge, taught us howto die.” 

thus preceeds Dr. Young; ‘“ had not this poor 
plank been thrown out, the chief article of his glo- 
ty would probably have been funk for ever, and late 
ages had received but a fragment of his fame. A 
fragment glorious indeed, for his genius how 
bright! But to commend him for compofition, 
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though immortal, is detration now, if there our 
encomium ends. Let us look farther, to that con- 
cluding fcene, which fpoke human nature not unre- 
lated to the Divine. ‘To that let us pay the Jong and 
Jarge arrear of our greatly pofthumous applaufe.” 

A little farther he thus terminates this noble en- 
comium.—-“ If powers were not wanting, a monu- 
ment more durable than thofe of marble, fhould 
proudly rife in this ambitious page to the new and 
iar nobler Addifon, than that which you and the 

public have fo long and fo much admired : nor 
i his nation only, for it is Europe’s Addifon as well 
as ours; though Europe knows not half his titles to 
her efteem, being as yet unconfcious that the dying 
Addifon far outfhines her Addifon immortal.” 

Having thus given fome account of the life and 
death of this great man, nothing more remains in 
éhis place to be done, but to give a lift of his drae 
matic pieces, which were the following three. 

. Cato,a Tragedy: 2. The Drummer, a Comes 
pe 3. Rofamond, an Opera. 


Woetry. 
ADDRESS TO THE NIGHTINGALE, 














O NIGHTINGALE ! beft poet of the grove! 
That plaintive ftrain can ne'er belong to thee, 
Bleft in the full poffeffion of thy love : 

QO} lend that ftrain, {weet Nightingale to me | 
Tis mine, alas! to mourn my wretched fate ; 

I love a maid who all my bofom charms, 


Yet lofe my days without this lovely mate; 
Inhuman fortune keeps her from my arms. 
You happy birds! by nature’s imple laws. 
Lead your foft lives, fuftain’d by nature's fare 5 
You dwell wherever roving fancy draws, 

Aad love and fong is al] your pleafing care : 
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But we, vain flaves of intereft and of pride, 

Dare not be bleft, left envious tongues fhould blame; 
And hence in vain, I languith for my bride ; 

O mourn with me, fweet bird! my haplels flame! 











‘gue WHEN, tur WHY, true WHERE, tm: 
W HAT, rut HOW. 


EPITAPH. 
@N AN HERMIT, 
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FOR years, upon a mountain's brow, 
A Hermit liv’d the Lord knows hew, 
A rope and fackcloth did he wear, 
He got his food the Lord knows where, 
Hardfhips and pennance were his lot, 
; He often pray'd the Lord knows what ; 
‘a At length this holy man did die, 
He left the world, the Lord knows why ; 
He’s buried m this gloomy den, 
And he fhall rife, the Lord knows wher, 
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We ANECDOTE. f 
i COLONEL COCKBURN rofe from the rank ff 
ri 2 private man, to that of commander in chief at 5:. | 


Euftatia. One morning, upon a review of the ga- 7 
rifon troops, he difcovered.a foldier, whofe drefs was 


ih f extremely foiled. ‘The colonel, ftepped up to him, ff) 
pill demanded in a haughty tone, “ How dare you, you #iF 
helt rafcal, appear fo dirty—y rour fhirt is black as ink; did : 
ote you ever fee me in fuch a plight, when I was a pri- 
5 1 vate? “No, may it pleafe your honour, I never 

we ik. did,” replied the trembling culprit 5 ; “but then, to Hy 
at be fure, your honour’s mother was a wafher wo : 
1 man.’ ; 
ary | 
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